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The American, whose name was Vanderlip (not the well-
known millionaire, but the Russian authorities thought he was,
and treated him as an important person), was in pursuit of
some great monopoly concession. Like me, he was faced with
a deal of waiting. For that reason he seemed thankful for my
presence. His Americanism was an amusing contrast to
Slavism. The high pressure standard still clung to him ; he
moved jerkily, he spoke quickly. When it was eating time he
jumped up and hurried to the dining-room, though there was
nothing to eat. He went for quick walks, though there was
nowhere in particular to walk to. He suffered tortures of
inactivity, waiting, endless waiting.
We were thrown into each other's society for want of better,
and he adopted a protective attitude. Until I had made a
few friends and acquaintances I, too, was thankful for his com-
pany, but later it began to cause comment, and I was told that
I did not need the protection of an American capitalist in
Soviet Russia.
After dinner (cabbage soup, rice boiled in water, and lumps
of iridescent flesh called meat), we sat together in the big
drawing-room.   Vanderlip turned on all the lights, including
two great chandeliers, eight wall brackets and the table lamps.
He said it reminded him of an embassy ; that it must become
an embassy some day, the Embassy of the United States!
He loved to dwell on the splash his concession was going to
make " at home/'
One   night   a   Foreign   Office   official   called   Mikhail
Borodin,   who lived in   the   house,   came  and joined us.
Vanderlip  thereupon   got   up   (quickly,   of   course),   and
retired  to  his   room. Borodin   turned  out all the lights
except one.
" The vulgarity/1 he murmured.
He lit a cigarette and sat back in a tapestry chair and looked
at me through half-closed eyes and raised enquiring eyebrows.
It was the first time that a Russian had taken any notice of my
existence, although I had been in the house at least a week.
He had straight, rather long, shiny black hair that would not
stay back, although he continually ran his fingers through it.
His little poihted beard was well trimmed, and he wore the

